these people. After watching the effect of the hang-
ings, and giving a couple of directions about them, she
stole a glance at them. There was Menippos, a cool, big,
stupid bully, a soldier very good in a tight place, and
quite certain to get his troops into one, as many poor
bones in foreign earth could have testified. He had been
responsible for the disaster at Little Hill; it had been
forgiven him, because of his personal courage and the
lies of his friends in high place. She saw instantly that
the men with Menippos were not patricians; one or two
might be charioteers and another a boxer, for Alenippos
was a sporting peer, but three who hung back from the
rest seemed an ugly lot. Well, the Green Faction was
employing plenty such at that election, what were three
more?

When the hangings had been set and approved, and
the other matters explained clearly to Pappus, she took
them both to the front of the house where she made a
suggestion, for flute-players just below the front of the
scene, to play some solemn movements before the
Patriarch spoke. She stood close beside the box in which
Menippos was.

She said: "The Patriarch will be in the centre and you,
Prince, on his right. Who will be on the Patriarch's
left?"

"Nicaea," he answered, meaning the famous Bishop,
"and Symmachus just on my right. There will only be
the four of us on the stage."

"In that case," she said, "could we not have the boy
choir from the Cathedral, in the wings at each side, to
sing as you take your places, and to go off singing as you
reach the seats?"

"Say," Pappus exclaimed, "that would take. That
would be a sure draw. Those boy voices are a dreain."
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